FOUR       TALES        BY       ZELIDE

telling her that complete retirement would bear
the appearance of her having called down on
herself her husband's disfavour, and that Mr.

M------himself would judge her more favourably

if he heard that she dared to show herself and was
everywhere well received. All these varied
exertions were too much for one whose health,
after having suffered a severe shock, was unceas-
ingly undermined by sorrow (I must be forgiven
for saying this with a kind of pride for which I pay
sufficiently dearly), by sorrow, and by the con-
tinual regret of being without me. Her letters,
filled always with the tendered feeling, left me no
doubt as to the unfailing constancy of her attach-
ment. Towards the spring she wrote me one
which gave me at once a great deal of pleasure and
the acutest pain.

" I was at the play yesterday," she wrote, " and
had reserved for myself a place in the same box as
in September. I think that my good angel must
inhabit that place. Scarcely was I seated when I
heard a young voice exclaim: c Oh 1 there is dear
Mrs. Cahste! But how thin she has grown! Look
at her now, sir. Your son never took you to her,
but you can see her now.'

" It was your father who was addressed. He
bowed to me with a look which I must not try to
describe to you if I desire my eyes to serve me in
writing this; it would be equally difficult to
portray for you all his countenance conveyed of
goodness, tenderness, and sadness.
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